THE SUNDAY STAR. WASHINGTO 


FROM THE MAELSTRi 


Lionel Hambro’s Murderer 


O NE October evening I entered, 
not a little unexcitedly, my 
friend Ilogg Tredways’ alttlng 
room In Half Moon street. An 
•veiling paper wan crumpled In my 
liaud. It wan wet, for I had been read- 
ing It under a Mreet lamp, and a torrent 
of in In was booming off the pavement*. 

•’Hire's an uatoutshlng thing!" I 
blurt'd abruptly. 

Tredway*, writing, lifted a protesting 
palm. 1 felt checked, and edged toward 
the immense Are. My friend’s pen 
acral rhed its way for Jhree or four lines, 
then stopped. 

•'So, so," he grunted contentedly. "I 
have Just completed the Introduction to 
iny hook on those bizarre, those rodent, 
those earth-burrowing fraternities called 
in popular language ‘secret ■octetles.' 
The police Imagine they have learned 
them out and up. But not to dig deep 
ennUKh Is to press them further down! 

I ahull call my book ‘The Nether Steeps,’ 
and— all, you havo something to tell 
me 7" 

"I ahould sayl That man Hambro Is 

Out!" 

••Out from where?" 

’’From Chains." 

"Hood Cod! Escaped?" 

"Xitiially. The seventh man ever 
!• . own to do the trick. Hook here.” 

helped myself to one of his cigars 
iwnl watched him; Hogg Tredway*, the 
fo-einost crliiilnologlst of his generation; 


1 ■ brain a picture gallery of faces of 
i ii-u of the underworld, his mind a com- 
I ndluni of the art of law-breaking In 
Ii multiform phases. 

.lust a word of explanation. The 
J i, Horace Fr&ncle, the chaplain of 
t prison called Chains, once chanced 
i observation that doubtless some In- 
i lies of that and sister establishments 
1 sued Into It guiltless, suffered there 
l crimes which were not upon their 
. ills. Now the chaplain was myself. 
To me Tredway* hud snld. "Suppose 
; .ii send such cases to me upon their 
1 mil discharge? I have not studied this 
. inject for decades for nothing. I might 
h u’ll out a duo and save them — save 
i • in from all that Innocent men endure 
i hiui they climb out fnbm the prison 
y ilfs.” Hard? Very. But Tredways 
v .is — well, Tredways. 

v'inv Stacey llunibro was a case In 
j. int. Only Insteud of being legally 
n (-charged lie liad, as you see, 
1 ought off one of those rare bolts 
for liberty which sometimes succeed- 
i I for u while ut least. 

"Doesn't tell us much,” commented 
Ji\\ companion, handing me the paper. 




K'.W o' 


"How did he do It, do you think?" 

I cannot say yet. It was probably 

the laundry. Today Is washing 

n il In Ills lot. He was one of the 

OHp-suds’ gang. There are two big 
x, indows to the laundry; one of them 
P ves upon a leaded roof with a raln- 
jnpc down to the ground. It must 
have been a truly desperate effort." 

"Tho desperation of an Innocent 
loan?" 

"Ho fiercely upheld hlB Innocence 
from the dock until now, two years 
after. 1 know for a fact, as I men- 
tioned lo you. Tredways, that he had 
•pent those two years In evolving a 
theory which should meet the facts 
and clear him." 

"And he had perfected that the- 
ory ?” 

“I gathered that lie had. He once 
a. ill) to me, In an undemiutter, that 
If he could free himself for twenty- 
four hours lie would be able to prove 
himself guiltless of the murder 
aba lKO which smashed him.” 

. "He ought not to have made that 
fem.-irk-lo you, Francis. You are too 
•oft-hearted. You will end by get- 
ting the sack." Tredways chuckled. 
“J wonder If he ever heard of me?" 
be added. 

"Ten, he did once mention your 
•ann'. Your reputation Is older than 
two mere years. But 1 sternly dls- 
•ouiaged such observation, needless 
to my, and with any other man 1 
•bon Id have felt compelled to report 
him." 

vili friend regarded me with a rigid 
«*lty. 

•‘Why," he exclaimed with truly 
ffayl >g Inspiration. "It Is even on the 
•arils that he might come to me?" 

that moment the bell below trill- 
ed long, loud. Insistent'! 

"Hush!" said Tredways, raising his 
fight h and and leaning forward. We 
•tail'd at each other with wlde-dl- 
latcd eyes. Ills Idea was Idiotic, of 
•mirse; It was only the heat of his 
•■pagination which had fired mine; 
•aid while 1 waa urging myself not 
to. he foolish we heard a step upon 
fhe stair, the sound of a man’s un- 
hesitating step, and a firm knock at 
|k« door. 

. *<5oia« In. Hambro." called out my 
•oiapanlon In a loud, clear tone. 

,’gbe shock of astonishment which I 

{ ot when the dexw opened’ vibrate# 
vory time I recall «. Was tho man 
Hambro? Yea.- Indeed. Tred- 


measure prepaied me for that; but 
It was the visitor’s appearance which 
deprived me of speech and motion. 

As Hambro stepped over the thres- 
hold we heard the sound of his taxi- 
cab rolling away. He was clad in 
evening dress covered by a light 
fawn coat; his pumps and gloves left 
nothing for desire, and a monocle 
adorned his right eye. To hide his 
oropped head he kept his crush hat 
on. And as he wu* a fine figure of 
a man. and very handsome, all this 
became hint exceedingly. 




Hambro? Ye*. Indeed. Tred- 

dgaraorlHKry belief bod ta g 


•Tea." said he In his deep, powerful 
voice, answering Tredways’ Invas- 
ion, "that Is my name. I have the 
privilege of addressing Mr. Hogg 
Tredways, I believe? Thank God for 
that. I have passed through muah 
for this hour’s sake." Then he turn- 
ed to me with a bow. "Good even- 
ing. chaplain," said he as cool as you 
please. "You alwuys showed me kind- 
ness as far as you could. I throw 
myself on your mercy now. on your 
compassion. I want an hour or two 
more of liberty; after that do with 
- me as you choose. 

“I will not xvaste time In explain- 
ing how I come to be here In these 
conditions. In this fashion,” went on 
Hambro, hr Tredways turned to him. 
"X escaped because I willed It. The 
details are Immaterial at present. I 
took refuge with a wealthy friend 

at , but Ills name and place of 

residence I cannot, of course, men- 
tion. These clothes are his clothes. 
He brought mo to London In his cat. 
There Is only one way to meet a situ- 
ation of that kind, and It is the way 
of audacity. Yet It can only save 
me for a brief time. Mr. Tredways. 

I am a perfectly Innocent man. I 
have lived for two years In torturo 
for this hour of freedom. Send mo 
back, gentlemen, you will and you 
must; I ask first that you will listen 
to me." 

"Turn tho key In the door. Fran- 
cle, and pull the curtains over the 
blind." said Tredways blandly, while 
I choked. 

"The killing of my cousin, Lionel 
Hambro. Is a mystery for all to scan, 
hut there was u previous mystery In 
his life which Is not common knowl- 
ede," commenced the visitor, lean- 
ing forward with hands clasped^ be- 
tween his knees. "I know who kill- 
ed him — now; and that hlo end was 
linked up with that lesser known se- 
cret of his life was long a part of 
my theory of the case. That was an 
error. There was no connection. But 
1 will speak of both. 

"Five years ago my cousin Lionel 
vanished In the most absolute fashion. 
Six months after his disappearance the 
death of a relative made him heir to a 
very considerable property. If ho was 
to die childless that property would 
pass to me. Jt was this feature In the 
case which provided the motive of my 
supposed crime; a powerful motive, on 
undisputed incitement. 

"Monel vanished. That caused no 
sensation, and for the simple reason that 
he sent a brief line to a Miss Maldie 
Frere. an American lady, In h-r own 
country , Informing her that he was 
going away for a long time. Thts 
brusque message Miss Frere sent across 
to me. but I could throw no light upon 
It. Lionel loved her sincerely, devotedly; 
and yet he did not tell her where he was 
going, or why. he was going, nor when 
he would return. It seemed as heartless 
as It was mysterious. In those few 
words to her he had imparted, without 
seeming to want to do so, a note of 
strange farewell, a suggestion of serious 
trouble, even of despair. Lionel disap- 
peared and left no trace. Three years 
passed. 

"Suddenly he came back. Ills return 
was more extraordinary than his de- 
parture. Three days later he was mur- 
dered." 

Tredways held up an Interrupting 
palm. He said: 

"Let me get this clear — your theory, 
which we are going to hear, has no link’ 
binding It with your cousin's vanish- 
ing?" 

"No." 

"Was Lionel a man of good repute — a 
good Uver?" 

"He must have been, or Miss Frere 
would never have given him her heart." 

"But what Is your own opinion?' 

"I saw so little of him. He spent most 
of bis time In the Bohemian city of 
Prague." • • 

"Indeed? What did he do In Prague?” 

"I believe he had a business there." . 

"Did he ever tell you what U wae?" - 

"No. I sometimes fancied he waa re- 
ticent on the subject." 

"Go on." , • 

"Lionel returned from nowhere,- la 
queer circumstances. It waa as had a 
night aa this. I heard a smashing «*. 
glass. Borne one had tried to get inlets- 
first-floor window by a workman's lad- 
der left there. He had slipped and fhd«|i i 
through the conservatory reef, cutting 
•hlmgelf a good deal The me meat Iwasr, 
kl*» tym» there la a huddled heeg mm 


extraordinary Intuition flashed the truth 
upon me. This was the more surprising 
because he had come back In rags— tat- 
ters. saturated to the skin with rain. 1 
called my man servant, Kellmann — 1 am 
going to speak of him particularly later 
on — who fetched a lamp. I turned the 
light on the white face at our feet. It 
was cmanclated. the hair prematurely 
gray, but I recognized my poor cousin, 
as I was sure I should. He opened his 
eyes and fixed them on me with a wild, 
with a most' Imploring expression. 1 
exclaimed— 'Good God! Lionel! Is It 
really you?' 

"He gave me a wan smile, nodded, 
then fainted. With Kellmann’s aid 1 
carried him to my bedroom. During 
that short Journey I reflected that since 
my cousin had visited the house In this 
secretive, this stealthy fashion, which 
so became the mystery that surrounded 
him. It might be politic to respect his 
wish not to be seen and tallied about. 
So I requested Kellman to keep his 
tongue still. This was to prove u fatal 
piece of evldcnco against me. 

"Directly 1 saw Lionel In the full elec- 
tric light I felt that he waa dying. Not 
that he had received any serious hurt 
from his tumble; but his wasted body, 
the fever that burned In him, his ex- 
hausted breathing, told their eloquent 
tale. With Ki'llman'a help I got off his 
wretched clothes and put him Into my 
own bed. 1 had a telephone In the houso 
and I promptly rang up my doctor. He 
arrived and pronounced tho case almost 
hopeless. He said. 'He is on fire with 
fever, and It will burn, out his candle 
within twenty-four hours.' 

"When I heard that 1 saw the ex- 
pediency of taking the medical man Into 
niy confidence. Naturally, he was as- 
tonished. He said, 'You may have some 
difficulty In proving it. It may bo a 
good thing for you that you called me. 
Doubtless you recognize him, but have 
you any other evidence?' 'Yes, he an- 
swered to his name, and my servant 
Kellman was a witness to that/ I re- 
plied. That Is something.' said the doc- 
tor. 'Bui had you not better search 
these rugs of clothes?' 

"Together we acted on the suggestion. 
We discovered a pathetio testimony to 
the truth. In his coat pocket we found 
the Inst letter lie hail received from his 
fiancee." 

"And Ids left hand?" he asked. 

Our visitor showed bewilderment. 

"Did you notice his left hand?" re- 
peated Tredways. 

"1 cannot say that I did." was the 
surprised response. 

"All right. Continue." 

"The doctor went, but promised to 
look In again in an hour or two. I 
spent the Interval by Lionel's side. 
As his temperature climbed up and 
up lie became so violent In his de- 
lirium that I called In Kellman to 
assist me in a sheer physical control 
of the patient. More than once dur- 
ing that painful interval I caught 
my servant looking fixedly at me In 
a stealthy, sidewise fashion. He was 
aware that there was a life between 
me and a fortune, and that this life 
was ebbing as we watched It." 

"How did he know as much?" Tred- 
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ways questioned. 

"Ho was in the room when the doc- 
tor and 1 talked." 

"Then of course he knew. Well?" 

"My cousin’s struggles gradually 
ceased; the incoherent expressions on 
his Ups died away Into long sighs. 
He was dying. The doctor did not 
appear. I hoped fervently that he 
would come and that by adminis- 
tering one of those forceful Injec- 
tions which make a fading spark leap 
Into flume he would give a few lucid 
seconds to my cousin In which he 
could explain the mystery of Ills 
strange vanishing and his more ex- 
traordinary re-appearance; In which 
lie could give me a fexv words of 
farewell to the woman whose heart 
lie had almost broken by his Inex- 
plicable conduct. 

"At an early hour before midnight the 
doctor came. He bent over the pa- 
tient who was then perfectly still. 
■Good God!’ he cried. This man Is 
going to pull through!’ 

"At those words some Inclination drew 
1 my eyes toward Kellman, who waa 
folding the wretched garments that 
lay In a pile on the floor. He waa 
regarding me with a cunning expres- 
sion that seemed to -worm Its way lo 
the middle of my soul. Despite my 
efforts to show perfect composure I 
felt’ my face grow pale. I am but 
human and I am not rich. A great 
.'fortune which had Just been extend- 
ed toward me was abruptly Jerked 
. book. But I controlled that Ignoble 
emotion the Instant of lu birth. *J 
am glad to bear It, doctor,’ I answered. 

" 'Look at him" said he. In a bath 
ef perspiration. He will aleep for 
hours and may wake — refreshed. All 
••depends en the unknown factor called 
hi* constitution,’ ■ r 
i "In the morning I- knew that my 
couain Ueul- would Now. y y < , . 


"It was not possible to hedge round 
the secrecy of his visit any longer. 
My one anil earnest desire was to 
have light on the point. Any ques- 
tioning was strictly forbidden for a 
couple of days ut least on account 
of the exceeding prostration. It was 
during that Interval that Kellman 
had the Insolence, the audacity to 
mutter to me some word expressive 
of his sympathy In the disappoint- 
ment which he evidently believed 
was gnawing me. I Immediately gave 
him a week’s notice In which to leave 
my employ. Ills presence Irritated me 
more than I can say. 

"On the morlnlg of the third day 
after Lionel's strange coming lie wus 
found dead In his bed! 

"My medical man was uneasy. I 
•aw suspicion In his eyes, heard It 
Iq his voice. There was an autopsy. 
It revealed the presence of tincture 
of opium. Home one had mixed the 
laudanum with the medicine. My 
cousin had been murdered. 

"I was arrested. The motive for tho 
charge was not glaring, but that could 
rot have damned me. Unluckily, on tho 
day following my cousin's appearance I 
had sent for some tincture of opium. 
True. It was not die first time, for I 
had acquired the bad habit of taking a 
few drops at times. That helped me at 
the trial, but not enough. Then my doc- 
tor Old his best. I think he could not 
bring hlmaelf to believe In my guilt. I 
received the capital sentence, which waa 
afterward commuted to penal servitude 
for life. I have no quarrel with It, but 
by God I can no longer endure.” 

Our visitor clenched Ills hands to- 
gether. They shook. His whole body 
shook. He stared Into the fire with 
heated, with protruding eyes. 

Tredways said curtly, "Was ths phial 
of laudanum In ths room?" 

"Yss; In a cupboard.” 

"Waa your cousin abls to rlss and 
find UT’ 

"Hs was wanker than a baby.” 

"Did you purchase It yourself?" 

"No. I sent Kellman for It, as I al- 
ways did." 

"Whore was ths room?” 

"On ths ground floor.” 

"It was fairly easy of entry?” 

"Yes.” 

“You have worked out a theory. Tou 
feel that you know, now, who killed 
Lionel Hambro. Who waa It.” 

"Kellman murdered him.’’ 

Tredways nodded. '1 should like more 
detail regarding your cousin before ho 
took hlmoolf off ao strangely. . Hie 
vaguely-mentioned business In Prague, 
now. Wby hi* reticence in alluding to 
It7 Have you any idea of your own?' 

T often - suspected • that It ha« no 
existence!”- ■ 

• 4* A* Tredway* w booled <hia 


chair away from Ills visitor and look- 
ed Into the lire. "Tell me why you 
fix on Kellman," said he. 

"1 will. No one knew of the drug 
but Kellman. I have recalled a hun- 
dred times those strange, searching, 
stealthy looks of his when my cousin 
came. More plainly than words they 
said, ’This feeble spark of Hfo Is all 
between you and a splendid property. 
Would you not like It to go out?' 
And he put It out. If you bar Heil- 
man there Is absolutely no one else 
on whom to place the guilt. His mo- 
tive ostensibly was one of blackmail, 
or, possibly a handsome secret sum 
paid by me to him later on." 

“.Exactly," agreed Tredways. •"But 
there Is a weak link In your theory. 
Kellman does not seem to have bern 
prepared for the aftercharge of mur- 
der?" 

"Why, he never dreamed there 
would be such a charge. He bedeved 
my cousin's death would be ascribed 
to sudden relupse following upon 
great exhaustion.” 

"Ah, true. Now when you searched 
your relative’s pockets did you find 
anything else besides that love-let- 
ter and that ring?" 

"Nothing whatever.” ^ 

"No matter how small?" 

"No, there — the only other thing we 
turned out was a circular piece of 
yellow sticking plaster, that Is all.” 

To my amazement Tredwuys bound- 
ed from his chair. "All” he cried. 
"What was the size of that piece of 
adhesive plaster?" 

"About the size of half a crown." 

“You are sure It was yellow?’ 

“I think It was, but the detail made 
little Impresaion." 

Tredways resumed his seat after 
this queer outburst. For a quarter 
of an hour no word was spokon. The 
situation for me waa packed with 
embarrassment. There was I alttlng 
in the presence of a man whom It 
wae my duty Instantly to band over 
to the police. He took not tho least 
notice of me, but eat Immovable, bis 
gloom -filled eyes boring Into apace. 

The silence waa broken by a grunt of 
discontent from Tredways. 

“Look hero, Hambro.” nil bo Irri- 
tably, "W 1 cannot help you, «M 4e 
you propose dotogT" 

“But can't you help no 7” pleaded tho 
other huskily. 

“How la It possible? duet ask your- 
self. Supposing that yoMN Hgbt, bow 
can we oorner Kellman after two 
yeari?" , ... . \ , 

'1 thought wo might go to him MY 
abrupt appearance might f ote t— '* > ’ 

'Tut, tut That man’s no feat,” 

Silence again, and a -leaser, agall of It 
My embarraeement laemigil. M the 
fugitive wwe toon* ikek wtfh 
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Lionel Hambro; and unless I am 

deplorably mistaken " Tredways 

Stepped to the door and flung It open 
— "here la the gentleman!" 

“Kellman!" cried Stacey in tbfl 
gasping tone of a strangling man. 

The man who entered became as 
motionless as If transformed to mar- 
ble. He fixed on the fugitive a look 
of heart-stopping astonishment.. 

"One and the same." said Tredways 
blandly. "Slightly disguised so tbat 
you should never recognise him, my 
poor friend. Good evening to you, Mr. 
Lionel Hambro. If you will be so 
good as to remove that short beard, 
those eyebrows and to ahow us your 
left palm? Thank you. My case is 
complete, gentlemen." 

"In persuading Stacey Hambro to 
give himself up to the police," said 
my friend as we re-entered his rooms 
an hour later, "you did the only pos- 
sible thing. But 1 feel pretty confi- 
dent that we shall clear him before 
many days. Twenty minutes to mid- 
night. It's late. Hadn't you better 
go, Francle?" 

"When 1 have asked you one or 
two questions, yes." 

Ho yawned and stirred the fire. 

"How did you know that Kellman was 
Lionel Hambro?" 

“Some one had put those things In the 
pocket where they were 'found. Who 
was there to do It save Kellman? Stacey 
had made him out ao mysterious a cus- 
tomer. There was depth In him, I felt 
aure. He put them In during the minute 
When Stacey was outside in the hall, 


ringing up the doctor. He believed at 
that tlma that the man was surely 
dying. He wanted hie enemies to think 
that their victim was under ground. 
Tbs idea was good, you will allow." 

"But after his banishment why did he 
run the big and strange risk of becom- 
ing a manservant to his cousin?" 

“It was a wily move, believe me. Do 
you remember Poe's story of the pur- 
loined letter which no one could find be- 
cause It was all the time openly In view 
In a letter rack on a mantelpiece? The 
earns idea. Lionel came to the last 
place where he would have been con- 
sidered likely to ahow himself. Hla dis- 
guise did the rest. But his greatest rea- 
son was that he wanted to be near to 
Xaidle Prere.” 

"Who Is still in America, however." 

“Fiddlesticks. I have little doubt that 
she In the supposed ‘slater’ with whom 
he resides. I expect they are man and 
wife. She passes an nlnter In order to 
allay possible suspicion of the Upas 
She must havs been back some time. 
Of course she knows all. She has been 
a splendid friend." 

“I cannot agree. She should have 
made him declaro himself openly." 

“Pardon; you do not know the Upas- 
more deadly than a maleficent cancer of 
tho worst kind.” 

“That Is all very fine, but Lionel 
Hambro let his cousin go to prison for 
killing a man who was never dead." 

“Delightfully putl But you err, 
Francle. you err. There cannot be the 
smallest doubt that Lionel believed that 


his cousin did administer that fatal 
dose of laudanum, lie did not penetrate . 
as deeply Into the riddle as we. Indeed, 
to him It was no riddle at all. It was 
simply that his relative had put an end 
to a man who he thought was between 
him and a great property. If Lionel had 
revealed himself afterward It could 
scarcely have helped his cousin. Mnee 
killing Is killing; while It would have 
assuredly brought upon hla own hsad . 
the hidden fate that menaced him. Tbs 
Upas would have made no second mis- . 
take! Anything else? I am really hor» 
rlbly tired." t 

"How can you establish Stacey Ham- 
bro's Innocence?" 

"If you will open that drawer you will 
find full notes on my forthcoming book, 
'The Nether Steepa.' Its fourth chapter * 
la devoted to the extermination of pea- 1 
tllent secret fraternities. That ssotlon* 
treats of the clever rootlng-upi three ' 
months ago, of the once-dreaded Society 
of the Upas. There are no fewer than 
forty-five of Its most prominent mem- 
bers now In prison. That one or more ( 
of them will accept alleviation of sen- 
tence by speaking the entire truth of n 
the murder of the supposed Lionel Ham- 1 
bro 1 have but little doubt. That It wll| ' 
be an enormous relief to that gentleman 
to know that he is henceforth safe from 
his enemies goes without saying. Ha ‘ 
will certainly act very handsomely to- 
ward Stacey. Perhaps he will give hlna 1 
half the property. 1 hope he will. Ha 
ought to— Good night, my dear Francis! 
Good night." . t 
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ning of this extraordinary case, a 
profound error. I do not believe that 
the man who was undoubtedly mur- 
dered was your cousin Lionel at all." 

The fugitive from Justice started as 
If struck. "Not Lionel?" hi echoed. 

"No. I feel not. I think ho was Juft 
merely some poor nameless devil of 
a tramp, horribly hungry, or very 111, 
who tried to force u way Into your 
house." 

"Impossible, He said he was Li- 
onel," burst out the other. 

"I disagree. He said nothing of the 
sort. You asked him If he was, and 
he made a murmur or sign of assent. 
Of course he did. That was to avoid 
being charged with housebreaking. 
Despite his condition he kept hla wits 
together." 

"But — but T reconlted him!" alam- 
mered Hambro. 

"I disagree again. You plainly said 
that you had seen very little of your 
cousin. Now since ho lia>l boon left 
that great property you had natu- 
rally thought about hlin a great deal. 
Ho had vanished utterly. Was ho 
dead? Would he ever come back? 
Vital questioning for you who were 
separated front a fine fortune by this 
one mysterious life. You dreamed 
Lionel. You took him with your 
meals. You were already prepared 


The Withered Flowers By B inet- Va i mer 


four of us were left widows before we 
had even married. 

"We set out from our village to re- 
cover their bodies. We searched this 
part of the country until we found them. 
We paid for the monument. Their rela- 
tives remained down there, In the Jura. 
We couldn't return. It was too. far 
away from them. The other girls loved 
them then as I love them stIU. I have 
nothing against my three companions. 
They, too— the dead— have nothing 
against them. They understand. 

"At first wo remained together. We 
worked for a living In Paris. Helen was 
a saleswoman, Renee a lady's maid. 
Marie, who had a little money, learned 
to write on a typewriter. I made hats. 
We came here every week. We brought 
flowers. We wept. We were loyal. Bui 
the springtime changed tilings. Helene 
Is pretty. Renee le a ueauty. Marie 
le a striking blond. They have for- 
gotten. Not all at once. Each month 
they accompanied me at leaBt once, but 
I saw that they did It grudgingly. They 
were accomplishing n duty. They no 
longer came because they couldn't stay 
away. Afterward they came because 
they were ashamed not to come. I kept 
saying. Tou can't desert them.’ 

"But one day Helene answered. 'Oh, 
you bore me.' It wus In May and the 
lilacs were In blootp. I told Renee and 
Marie. They took my side and all that 
summer we three came, making excuses 
to Jacques, whom Helene had aban- 
doned. The next winter Renee suffered 
greatly from the cold. She told me, ‘I 
can't go with you any longer.’ Neither 
Marie or I blamed her; but we asked 
Pierre to pardon her. 

"The Gothas and the Zeppelins bom- 
barded Paris. Marie Is timid. She went 
home to the Jura and found another 
fiance; so 1 had to ask Francois to for- 
give her. Perhaps they envied I'lerre, 
to whom I shall never be false. You 
understand. I sun homely. He loved me 
In spite of that, and ho was the hand- 
somest of them all. Our four friends! 
They went away singing. I am going to 
rejoin them. But life Is long. 

"You found me In Ihe pathway. I 
thought I should never wake up. For 
an hour 1 had talked to them. I called 
to them, 'Where are you?' I ant not 
much of a believer and I haven't even 
this consolation, I don't knew where 
they are. I live alone. Helene and 
Renee don't want to know nte any 
longer. To them I would be like a figure 
of remorse. Marie doesn't write to me 
and my family say that I am a fool to 
stay on here In Paris, where I can't 
make a living. That le true. 1 don't 
eat every day. And this week I couldn't 
bring them any flowers." 

She hid her face with her arm. Her 
sleeve was almost worn through at the 
elbow. 

Ah. cemeteries of our great battles. 
What a setting you furnish for dramas 
more human than any the poets have 
ever Invented! "The dead go quickly,” 
said Laftrgue. Poor dead and poor 
shriveled flowers! There Is so much 
springtime In the Ufe of s young; girl! 

"And your comrade, monsieur, did you 
love Mm well?" 

The rain had ceased, swept sway, by 
the -gale. I told her the story of my 
little SeMler. The poor girl told me the 
steep ef the four little chasseurs 

"Thank you," she cried. “We women— 
one can never tell.' Teu men are better 
than ws are." 

Then she get to bar teat. 8ht Is really 


homely. I went with her to the station. 
1 accompanied her to Paris. I took her 
address. But when 1 went to see her I 
didn't find her. She was at the hos- 
pital. , Afterward 1 visited her there. 

"Well, you have been sick?" 

"I hope " 

And her glance seemed to travel to- 
ward the distant cemetery. 

Then she fumbled under hsr pillow 
and drew out a humble purse. 

"It's all that I have left, and It's foe 
them." 

That Is why four chasseurs, resting In 
a single grave, receive a visit from ms 
as often as I can make one— in a ceme- 
tery in the suburbs of Paris, where ths 
heroes of the first victory of the Maras 
sleep. 

Copyright. 1020. 

’Ikky Comes Along. 

(Continued from Third 1'age > 


• good god' IIOYH is it months back called The Upas.' When Madame! Mademoiselle! Get up; 

OI»! I.IONF.G. IS n REALLY one of themselves deserted or. realizing ,r >‘ *° h" 11 yourself together." She 

the more than doubtful methods of the waa stretched out across a pathway, 
would bo consequences. Every far-down fraternMy, attempted to give Informa- her hea<l a * :ain * t ° P'ot railing. Tho 
footfall made me hold my breath. tlon 1° the authorities, they did two ra ‘ n * * n torrents on* the poor crea- 

Tredways turned In his big chair and things to him: They fired a pistol ball lure tb ® poor *>lack thing, 
looked at Humbro sharply. "There's a through the center of his left hand, mak- 11 la a distressing spectacle — a 
knot I can't unite." he confessed. "You in* a clean hole there by way of brand; w ’® M,an faintlnB I" a cemetery, 

told me that you telephoned to your and they sentenced him to lasting ban- . ‘ took her ln my arnlB ‘ Wld carTled 

medical man. Where was the Instru- Ishment from every lane of life In which , i° ,l,e " er wi,h,n the church. The 

m *' lt7 " had moved. The condemned had to ^ "‘'“VI?- I" h ? d ’ 

In ‘he hall." cut adrift from every one he had known J. 0 bllnd,d 1 dldn 1 see her 

Tredways closed his eyes. Presently and to leave his country for good. Any ..Madame' 
he got up and remarked: attempt at return was met by death. "What s U ‘* 

On second thought 1 am Inclined to heii„ v » r i , „ . _ .2.“ U 

think your idea of calling upon this .... 1 . 1hal ™°nel Hambro suffered Vou lost consciousness. I picked 

precious Kellman Is not such a bad one. , ‘e® 'T*' V “"' y ° U UP " 

Where is he to be found?" , d ,hout a word of explanation save She opened her eyes. Later I saw 

"I cannot Bay offhand. But he had o 1 , 1 * lne of Kood-bye to his fiancee. tbat she was very homely, excesslve- 

a sister In London, and we might get “uddenly, 1,1 •he person of this unknown ly thin; her cheek bones standing out, 

hla address that way. Fortunately. I dar * ll ® t * h ® 8 ®® mr<1 to have turned up. her forehead bulging. She had an 

know hors, for 1 sent her some wine on , 8 thln & wa " talked about. Doubtless unhealthy appearance, a yellow corn- 
one occasion when Kellman told me she the m * dlcal ma " chatted of It a good plexion and hair without a auggea- 
wns 111." deal. 11 »wiftly reached the ears of tlon of Poesy. But at that moment 

"A roundabout procedure,” said Tred- I - ,,onel ’ 8 enemies, one of whom was ‘here was a certain poesy In her #x- 

hls address that way. Fortunately I naturally nearby on the watch that preeslon. 

ways, "but the only one, and we must Lloncl should not return to claim his *T beB > our » al ’don. monsieur. My 
take It. We will all go there at once. ,ortun ®- This emissary struck. He en- mlnd ,a a bla,lk - Where am I? Ah I 
Get your hat and coat, Francle. Sharp’s tered ,he 8lok man s room. There was 113 ,he cl,urcl * * n the cemetery. My 
the word. We will crowd Into a taxi." ,l ° ne«d (or violence. Ho found the poor lo8t on * a: " 

1 was forced to expostulate, and with I*h!al ot tincture of opium, and he used 81,0 very >'° lln *— n °t mor * t ban 
reason, for the suggestion was perfectly **• He worked In tho dark, remember. t 'T5 nty .\ 1 thought: "She Is already a 
outrageous. * He had no proper sight of the patient. ". d ? W ‘ A * al " she *? ld: 

"Oh, you won’t be sorry, my dear but then he had no reason to doubt." .... P °h r . OI " *?**’ 

Francle," laughed Tredwaya "On the "But the letter in his pocket ; the ring ; our brothers, 

contrary, you will be most enormously the lock of hair?” 1 persisted "Who * No ' my and th * others.” 

interested. Corns along." put them there?" . ’ 1 had carried her Into what remaln- 

Flfteen minutes later the ca,b drew At that instant ws heard the sound ed ° f ,h ® 8arrl8ty ' 1 roll * d up my 

up before a tall apartment house ln a of footsteps on the stairs. Hambro C ° Rt lo niake h * r a P lllow - 
quiet street near the Grays Inn road, rose to hs feet, very white, the fenr " Tel1 rac what happened to you.” 

A wearled-seemlng, overworked servant of capture staring out of -his eyes. 1 want to ®° hom ® " 

• told us that Miss Kellman lived here, on But Tredways went on, very steadily: That ' va8nt P°*®<ble. She was too 

one of the upper floors, and that her "Who put them there? Kellman did! Weak ‘ 

brother had been staying with her for Now another reason why I am sure " Walt untl1 tb * shower Is over." 

soms months. Tbls was a piece ef good th® murdered man was not Lionel „ Wbo are ? ou7 " 

fortune. On the other hand, both were Hambro Is because the disfigurement " A aoldler ' an officer. I came to 

out. A silver oo(n which had elicited of a hole in the middle of his left pray at ,h ® * rav * ® r on ® °* my m#n " 

this information did not draw any com- band was not noticed, and simply "What was his name?" 

plaint when Tredwaya aald wa would because It was not there. If It had 1 t0,d her th * nam ®- Bh ® *n»wered: 

waK for them. Wa w e re ahown up- been It must have been observed " I dldn 't know him. I was praying 

atahe and into a eltthW room. Th# Now thst Lionel was so branded I at th ® * rav ® of th ® four chasseurs— 
situation had now hicswss eery strange, have aure proof. What might a man at th ® bl * * rav ®' >' ou know -" 
indeed, and I rallahed It leaa and leu. do who waa ao marked and who par- do Ther * ,a a aln * le atona * Ith 

And yet I wna the only uncomfortable tlcularly wished to conceal the place? f#ur namea on u ” 
member of the trto. Hambro sat down He would dll the oriflee with a piece “They were burled together. Just as 
In hln farmer position, hands clasped of wool which be would cover with they Jived together. One of them waa 
5 Bntwnan h!» knees, staring at and a circular piece of yellow — flesh-col- my panes, and the other three were en- 

Uwough the eerpet In. h mute dee pond- ered — slicking plaster.” gaged to my three girl friends. We had 

. Tredways walked up end 4*wn . “And such a frament was found In known one another since childhood. We 
end teok ne notice ef either of us. When hie pocket!" I burst out., . were from the same village. We were 

r At last he did epedk he earns out wyti' "Precisely. It gee rubbed off ac- ‘to be marftsd the same year. Then th# 

an electrifying ebaerealtyii. cldentiy from the very hurried hqnd‘ .war come. Helene, Renee. Marie and I 

a tomtee," adM ha. wlthaut pane- wbleh plheod the ' letter and ping accotnpanied them to ths station. Two 
’V** Mak WWrtnhM , .thgre. X*e ,eph* df that hang wa# muted A«erwM* all were dote, end ell 


Auntie, "I might use the same ex- 
pressions — If I knew how" 

"Hip, hip, for Auntie!" 1 sings out. 
"And as for your not knowln* how, 
that easy fixed Ikky-boy and I will 
give you lessons. 

And say. after he'd finished his play 
and was about ready to be tucked 
Into his crib, what does the young 
Jollier do but climb up in Auntie's* 
lap and cuddle down folksy, all on 
Ills own motion. 

"Do you like your old Auntie. Rich- 
ard?" she asks, .-mouthin' his red 
curls 'entle. 

“Uh-huh," says Ikky-boy, blinkin' up 
at her mushy. "Oil's a swell Auntie." 

Are we back in the will again? I'll' 
guess we are. J 

(Copyright, 1920, hy Sewell Ford.) 


Shifting the Scenery 


plU HARRY LAUDER golfs with 
more enthusiasm than skill, and 
one day on the links lie was In un- 
usually bad form. 

At the fourth hole Sir Harry dis- 
lodged an unusually large sod. The 
sod rose up Into the air and sailed 
like a great bird down the wind, and 
Sir Harry's caddy, watching It, said 
to his companion: 

"Did you tell me that guy was an 
actor, Pete?" 

“Sure, Bill," said the other caddy, a 
note of apology In liie voice. "An 
actor — that's what they rail him." , . 

The first ruddy took a thoughtful 
Chew of tobacco. 

"Id call It I in a scene shifter," he 
sa cl. 


The Poet’s Difficulty, 


pROF. BRANDER MATTHEWS said 

* at a Columbia tea: . “ 

"The mathematical mind can’t ap- 
preciate poetry. You remember the't- 
mathematician who began Tennyson’**' .** 
stirring ‘Half a league, half a league,,' 
half a league ' and then pul down-. ' 

the volume contemptuously, mutter-' ’ a 
Ing; ; 

• "'If the fellow means a league and* ~ 

a half why can't he say ser • • ‘ 4 - 

"Another mathematician listened to. 
a minor poet reciting 4ne of hla own'., 
Sibnrf* 1 -* song that said the peel's 
body waa ln the effleo. but ^*-*** 01 ' 

- was ln ths rqunttY, communing with '1 
nature. . ' i 

"Asked afterward what hs thdVighf v 
■ ef .the won*, tlto ninth ematictanstaW; t r 
• .'.';WeM> that poet len t the lin en. 1 
who couldn't keep. body and seui te- . 



